Troy lus and Crefsida. 


he fend the foolc to Aiax, and defirehim 
T'inuitc the Troian Lords after the Combat 
To fee vs here vnarm'd : I haue a womans longing, 
An appetite that I am fickc withal!, 
To fee great Hettor in his weedes of peace ; Enter Therji* 
To talke with him, and to behold his vifagc, 
Euen to my full of view. A labour fau'd. 
Ther. A wonder. ; 
AchiL What? 

Ther, tAiax goes vp and downc the field, asking for 
himfclfc. 

AchiL Howfoi 

Ther. Hec muft fight fingly to morrow with Hector y 
and is fo prophetically proud of anheroicali cudgelling, 
that he raues in faying nothing. 
\ AchiL How can that be? 

Ther. Why he ftaJkes vp and downe like a Peacock,a 
ftride and a ftand: ruminates like an hoftciTe,that hath no 
Arithmatiquebut her braine to fet downe her recko- 
ning : bites his lip with a politique regard, a* who fhould 
fay 9 there were wit in his head and twoo'd out; and fo 
there is: but it lyes as coldly in him, as fire in a flint, 
which will not lliew without knocking. The mans vn- 
done for euer;for if HeElor brcake not his ncckc i*th/com- 
bat , heele breaks himfclfc in vaine-glory* He knowes 
not mee : 1 faid, good morrow Aiax ; And he replycs, 
thankes Agamemnon, What thinke you of this man, 
that takes me for the Generall? Bee's growne a very 
land-fifti, languagdeffe , a monfter : a plague of o- 
pinion, a man may weare it on both (ides like a leather 
Icrkm. 

AchiL Thou muft be my Ambaffador to him Therfites* 
Ther. Who, I: why.heelc anfwer no body : hepro- 
^feffes noranfwering ; fpeaking is for beggers : he weares 
his tongue in's armes : I will put on hia pref ence ; let Pa- 
troclm make his demands to me , you fhall fee the Page- 
ant of Aiax. 

AchiL To\\\xt\ < Patroclm\ tell him, I humbly defire the 
valiant Aiax y to inuitc the moft valorous Hethr, to come 
vnarmM to my Tent, and to procure, fafe conduct for his 
pcrfon,of themagnanimious and moft illuftrious, fixe or 
feaucn time* honour' d Captaine/jcncrall of the Grecian 
Armic Agtmemnon y &c * doe this. 

Patro. lone blctTe great Aiax* 

Ther. Hum. 

Tatr. I come from the worthy Aehilles* 
Ther. Ha? 

Putr. Who moft humbly defires you to inuitc HeElor 
to his Tenr. 
Ther. Hum. 

Patr. And to procure fafe conduct from Agamemnon. 
Ther. Agamemnon} 
Patr. I my Lord* 
Ther. Ha? 

Patr. What fay you too'r. 

T.itr. God buy you with all my heart. 

Patr. Your anfwer fir, 

Ther. If to morrow be a faire day, by eleuen a clocke 
it will goc one way or other ; howfoeucr, hc»fhall pay for 
me ere be has roe. 

Tp.tr. Your anfwer fin 

Ther. Fare you wdl withall my heart. 

Acini Why, but he is noc in this rune, is he? 

Ther. No,but he's out a tunc thus: what muficke will 
be in him when tteclor has knockr out his brames,I know 
not : but 1 am lure none, vnlcffc the Fidler Afollo get his 


fincwes to make catlings on. 

AchiL Come, thou (halt bcare aT 
ftraight. CltCr tob ic 

Ther. Let me carry another to his Horfe-f t 
more capable creature. ,ror ^aft ^ 

AchiL My minde is troubled like a Fon . 
And Imy fclfefeenot thebottomeofir C H 

Ther. Would the Fountaine of your n^ind 
againe, that I might water an Affe at ic < i hl^l^ 
Tickc in a Shccpe, then fuch a valiant ignoiance ^ 

Enter at one door e*AZneas with a Torch 

Paris, D^m 9 Aml^^^^ 

Grecian } mth Torches. 

Par. See hoa, who is that there ? 

T)teph. It is the Lord *s£neas. 

iAZne. Is the Prince there in perfon ? 
Had I fo good occafion to lye long 
A s you Prince ^nothing but heaueoly b Uu W 
Sh juld rob my bed-matc of my company e ' 
Jgm. That, my minde too: good morrow l0 , 

Par. valiant Greeke^^takehis.hand 
Wi tneffe the proccfle ofyour fpeech wichin • 
You told how Dhmed, in a whole weefce by dm, 
Did haunt yo« in the Field. y ycs 

ts£ne. Health to you valiant fir 
During all queftion of the gentle truce: 
But when I meete you arro'd,as blacke defiance 
As hca. t can thinke,or courage execute. 

T>iom. The one and other Diomed embraces 
Our blouds are now in calmcpnd lb long health' 
But when contention,and occafion mectcs 
By hue, We play the hunter for thy life, ' 
With all my force, purfuitc and pollicy. 

v£»e. And thou (halt hunt a Lyon that will flyc 
With his face backward, in humaine gentlcncffc : 
Welcome to Troy ; now by Anchifes life, ■ 
Welcome indcede * by Venn* hand I fwearc 
No man ahuc can loue in fuch a fort, 
The thing he rocancs to kill, more excellently, 

piom. Wcfimpathize. hue\ttoEne*iXm 
(If to my fword his fate be not the glory ) 
A thoufand compleate courfes of thcSunne, 
But in mine emulous honor let him dye : 
With cuery ioynt a wound, and that to morrow* 
^£ne. We know each other well. 
Dio. We doe,and long to know each otherworfc. 
Tar. This is the moft, defpightful'ft gentle greeting; 
The nobleft hatefull loue, that ere JL heard of. 
What bufineffe Lord fo early ? 

tAEne. I was fent for to the Kingjbut why j know not, 
Par. His purpofe meets you;it was to bring thisGreek 
To Calchas houfe;and there to render him, 
For the enfreed^f^^the faire Crefftd: 
Lers haue your company ; or if you plcafe, 
Haftc there before vs. I conftantly doe tbinke 
(Or rather call my thought a certaine knowledge) 
My brother Troylus lodges there to night. 
Roufe him, and giuc him note of our approach, 
With the whole quality whereof, I feaxc 
We ftall be much vnwelcome. 

tAZne. Thatlaflurcyou: 
Troylushzd rather Troy were borne to Greece, 
Then Cr^/borncfrom Troy. 

Par. There 


Troylus and Crefsida. 


Exit t/£neas 


Par. Thcreisnohclpe: 
Th bitter difpofition of the time will haue it fo. 
0,Lord,v.cele follow you 
A*e Good morrow all. 
m7 r And tell me noble Dimtd ; faith teli me true, 
Puen i'n the foule of found good fclbw^ip, 
vyho in your thoughts meiics faire Heten moft > 
Uyielfe,or (JJW^f 

J)wm. Both ah kc. 
u e merits wcU to ba«c ber,th^ doth feeice her, 
Mot making any fcruple of her foylure 
With fuch a hell of paincand worlo of charge. 
And you as well to keep hcr,chac defend her, 
M 0C pallatwg the tafte of her difhonour, 
\Vuh fuch a coflly Io(Te of wealth and friends: 
He like a puling Cuckold, would drmkc vp 
The Ices and dregs of a flat tamed peece : 
youhkcaletcher,outof whorifn loync?, 
jVrc picaf'd to breedc out your inheritors : 
g 0 jh merits poyz'd, each weighs no leffe nor more, 
But heas he,which heauier for a whore. 
Par. You are too bitter to your country-woman, 
Di 9 . Shee's bitter to htr-countrey : heare me Paru, 
For cuery falfe drop in her baudy veines, 
^Grecians life bach funke : for euery fcruple ' 
Of her contaminated carrion weighty 
A Troian ruth becue flaine. Since ftie could fpcake, 
She hath not giuen fo many good words breath, 
As for her, Greekes and Tr oians fuffred death. 

Par. Faire Diomed, you doe as chapmen doe, 
Dif praife the thing that you defire to buy : 
Butweinfilencehold this venue well ; 
Wcele not commend, what w« intend to fell. 
Here lyes our ^ay. Sxeuvt. 

Enter Troylut andCreJfida. 

Troy. Deere trouble not your felfe : the morne is cold. 

Cref Then fw^cet my Lord^Iic call mine Vockle down; 
Helhall vnbolt cheGatef. 

Troy. Trouble him not: 
Tobcd.to bed : fleepe kill thefe pritty eyes, 
And giue as foft attachment to thy fences,- 
As Infants empty of all thought. , 

Cref Good morrow then. 

Troy. I priihee now to bed. 

Cref. Are you a weary of me ? 

Troy. OCnJfidal but that the bufie day 
Wak't by the Larke,hath rcuz*d the ribauld Crowes, 
And dreaming night will hide our eyes no longer : 
I would not from thee. 

Cref Night hath becne too briefe. (ftayes, 

Troy. Rsfhrew the witch ! with venemous wights {he 
As hidioufly as hell \ but flics the grafpes of loue 3 
With wings more momentary,fwift then thought; 
You will C3tch cold, and cur fe me. 

Cref Prithee tarry,you men will neuer tany ; 
0 foolifli Cretfid, I might haue ftill held off, 
And then you would haue tarried. Harkc,thcr's one vp? 
Pand. within. What's all the d^oores open here ? 

Troy\ It is v our Vn c k I e. Enter Pand.zrte. 

Cref A peffiience on Hindi : now will he be mocking : 
Ifiiallhauefuch a life. 

Pan. How now,how now? how goe maiden-heads ? 
Hearcyou Maide : wher's my cozin Crejfid ? 

Cref Go hang your ielf^you naughty mocking Vnchie: 


You bring me to doo— -and then you fioute me too Q 

Pan. To do what? to do what ? let her fay what ; 
What haue I brought you to doe? ^ 

Cref Come^come^bcilire vv your heart s yoMlc nere be j 
g0od,oor fuffer others. | 

Pan. Ha,ha: alaspoorc wretch: a pooie Chipochja faftt 
not Hept tonight? would he not (a naughty man) let hi 
fleepe:a bug~beare take him, One knocks. ! 

Qref Did not I tell you? would he were knockt ith'f 
head. Who's that a: doore ? good Vnckle goe and fee. 
My Lord, come youagalnc into my Chamber: 
You fmile and mocke me,as if I meant naughtily, 

Troy. Ha, ha. 

Cre/Coine you arc deceiu'd^ I thinke of no fuch thing. 
How earncftly they knocke: pray you come in. Knocks. 
I would not for haifc Trqyhwc you (cene here. Exeunt 

Pan. Who's there ? what's the matterr will you beate 
downe the doorc ? How now 5 what's the matter^ 

v£ne. Good morrow Lord, good morrow. 

T**. Who's there my Lord! ■•AZnea*? by my troth I 
knew you no: : what ncwes with you lo early ? 

ts£ne. ]s not Prince Troylm here ? 

Pan. Here? what fhould be doe here ? s 

*s£ne. Come he h here/my 1 .ord , doe not deny him : 
It doih import him much to fpc&ke with me. 

Tan. Is he here fay you ? 'cis more then I know, lie be 
fwornc: For my owncipart I came in late: what ihould 
he doe here ? 

ts£ne. Who,nay then Come, come, youlcdoehim 
wrong, ere y'are ware: youle be fo true to him, to be 
falfe to him : Doe not you know of hin3 ? but yet goe fetch 
him hither, goe. 

£yner Troylm* 
Troy. How now, what's the matter > 
*A£yje. My Lord,! fcarce haue lerfure to falutcyottj 

My matter is forafli s there is ot hand, ^ ; 'fh r - 
ParU your brocher,and Deiphabus, 
The Grecian Diomed ) and our Anthenor 
Deliuer\i to vs, and for him forth~with s 
Ere the fn i\ facrifice^within this hourc, 
We mutt giue vp to DtomeAt hand 
The Lady Crcffida. 

Troy. Js it concluded fo? 
tAZne. By Priam 9 and the generall ftateof Troj $ 
They are at hand ,and ready to cffe£l it. 

Troy. How my acchicuements mocke me; 
I will goc meete them : and my Lord &£-neas, 
We met by chance; you did nor findeme here. 
*y£n. Good ? good ? my Lord, the fecrcts ofnaturc 


Haue not more gift in taciturnitie. 


Exennt. 


Enter Pmdarus and Creflid. 

Pan. L*t poffiblc? no fooner got but loft : the diuell 
izkz Anthenor \- the yong Prince will goe mad : a piague 
vpon Anthenor \ I would they had brok'i necke. 

Cref How now ? what's the matter ? who was here? 

Van, Ah t ha \ 

Cref Why figh you fo profoundly? wher's my Lord? 
gone ? tellme fweet Vnckle, what's the matter ? 

Pan. Would I were as decpe vndcr the earth as I ^m 
aboue, 

Cref O the gods \ what's the matter ? 
Pan. Pry thee gee thee in ; would thou had'ft mere beec 
borne; I knew thou would'ft be hu death. O poore Gen 
tleman ; a plague ypon Anthenor, 
%f % Cref Good 


